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V03O& 


Cfte  CenqirtL 


Cal.  All  the  infections  that  the  sun  sucks  up 
From  bogs,  fens,  flats,  on  Prosper  fall,  and  make  1 
By  inch-meal  a  disease  !  His  spirits  hear  me, 
And  yet  1  needs  must  curse. 


nm. 


Mira.  If,  by  your  art,  my  dearest  father,  you  have 
Put  the  wild  waters  in  this  roar,  allay  them. 


Ste.  Come 
is  that  which 
mouth. 


on  your  ways  !  open  your  mouth  :   here 
will  give  language  to  you,  eat;  open  your 


Act  II.  St-'fii'-  !l. 


My  sweet  mistress 
Weeps,  when  she  sees  me  work,  and  says,  such 
Had  ne'er  like  executor. 


Act  III.  Scene 


Pro.  Hey  !  Mountain  !  hey  ! 
AH.  Silver!  there  it  goes!  Silver  ■> 
Pro.  Fury!    Fury  I   there,   Tyrant!     there!    hark, 
hark! 

Act  IV.  Scene  I. 


Pros.  I'll  break  my  staff, 
Bury  it  certain  fathoms  in  the  earth  : 
And,  deeper  than  did  ever  plummet  sound, 
I'll  drown  my  book. 


Ctoo  emtttmm  ot  Vtxcmu 


(%s^.%m 


In  a  disguise  of  love, 

It  is  the  lesser  blot,  modesty  finds, 

Women  to  change  their  shapes,  than  men  their  minds. 


Pro.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  Sweet  Valentine,  adieu  ! 
Think  on  thy  Proteus,  when  thou,  haply,  see'st 
Some  rare  note- worthy  object  in  thy  travel. 

Act  I.  Scene  I. 


ill  IS  II  iIBIIIBIj 


Pro.   Have  patience,  gentle  Julia. 

Jul.  I  must,  where  there  is  no  remedy. 

Pro.  When  possibly  I  can,  I  will  return. 

Jul.  If  you  turn  not,  you  will  return  the  sooner. 

Act  II.  Scene  II. 


Speed.  Why  did'st  not  tell  me  sooner  ?  Pox  of  your 
love-letters !  [rum  off. 

Launce.  Now  will  he  be  swinged  for  reading  my  let- 
ter :  an  unmannerly  slave,  that  will  thrust  himself  into 
secrets.     I'll  after,  to  rejoice  in  the  boy's  correction. 

Act  III.  Scene  I, 


^hoisthat,  that  spake? 
Pro.  One,  lady,  if  you  knew  his  pure  heart's  truth, 
\  ou'd  quickly  learn  to  know  him  by  his  voice. 


Act  IV.  Sen?  II 


Egl.  See  where  she  comes ;   lady,  a  happy  evening  ! 
Sil.   Amen  !  Amen  I  go  on,  good  Eglamour  ! 
Out  at  the  postern  by  the  Abbey-wall. 

Act  V.  Scene  I, 


CJc  Mcvvj)  Wiibt*  of  JHHmtrstor 


Falstaff:  And  in  the  height  of  this  bath,  when  I  was 
more  than  half  stewed  in  grease,  like  a  Dutch  dish,  to 
be  thrown  into  the  Thames,  and  cooled,  glowing  hot,  in 
that  surge,  like  a  horse-shoe ;  think  of  that,— hissing 
hot  • — think  of  that,  master  Brook. 


Mrs.  Page.  Here's  the  twin-brother  of  thy  letter. 
Well,  I  will  find  you  twenty  lascivious  turtles,  ere  one 
chaste  man. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  this  is  the  very  same;  the  very 
hand,  the  very  words. 

Act  II.  Scene  I. 


Anne,    vv  ill  't  please  your  worship  to  come  in,  sir  ? 
Slender.   No,  I  thank  you,  forsooth,  heartily ;   I  am 
I'ery  well. 
Anne.  The  dinner  attends  you,  sir. 
Slender.  I  am  not  a-hungry,  I  thank  you,  forsooth. 

Act  I.  Scene  I. 


Ngfe 


r. 


Falstaff.  Let  me  see't,  let  me  see't ! — 
Help  me  away ;  let  me  creep  in  here ! 
I'll  never — [they  cover  him  with  foul  linen.'] 

Act  III.  Scene  III. 


Fah-tajf.  Now,  whence  came  you  ? 
Mrs.  Quickly.  From  the  two  parties,  forsooth. 
Falstaff.  The  devil  take  one  party,  and  his  dam  the 
other,  and  so  they  shall  be  both  bestowed  ! 

Act  IV.  Scene  V. 


Falstaff.  o,  powerful  love  !  that  in  some  respects, 
makes  a  beast  a  man ;  in  some  other,  a  man  a  beast. — 
For  me,  I  am  here  a  Windsor  Stag,  and  the  fattest,  I 
think,  o'  the  forest. 

Act  V.  Scene  V. 


Cimlfft  HtjgSt 


Cloum.  Foolery,  sir,  does  walk  above  the  orb,  like  the 
Sun ;  it  shines  every  where. 


3SS& 


nil 


?--^&i^K 


Jfafo.  1  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus,  quenching  my 
familiar  smile  with  an  austere  regard  of  control : 

Sir  Toby.  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  o'  the 
lip  then  ?  [wide.] 

Act  II.  Scene  V. 


Viola.   Most  sweet  lady, — 

Olivia.  A  comfortable   doctrine,    and  much  may  be 
said  of  it.     Where  lies  your  text  ? 
Viola.   In  Orsino's  bosom. 

Act  I.  Scene  V. 


Sir  Toby.  Gentleman,  God  save  thee. 

Viola.  And  you,  sir. 

Sir  Toby.  That  defence  thou  hast,  betake  thee  to  't : 
dismount  thy  tuck,  be  yare  in  thy  preparation,  for  thy 
assailant  is  quick,  skilful,  and  deadly. 

Act  III.  Scene  IV. 


lake  him  believe  thou  art  Sir  Topas,  the 
curate. 

"•   WeU,  I'll  put  it  on,  and  I  will  dissemble  ray- 
:  i   and  I  would  I  were  the  first,  that  ever  dissem- 
bled in  such  a  gown. 

Act  IV.  Scene  II. 


Duke.  Come  away  [to  Viola.'] 

Olivia.  Whither,  my  lord  ?  Cesario,  husband,  stay. 

Duke.  Husband  ? — 


iHrasitirr  for  iHcastotT. 


/.../■' .  Xo  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  'longs  ; 
Not  the  king's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  sword, 
The  marshall's  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe, 
Become  them  with  one  half  so  good  a  grace, 
As  mercy  doth. 


Lucio.  Gentle  and  fair,  your  brother  kindly  greets  you. 
Not  to  be  weary  with  you,  he's  in  prison. 
Isab.  Woe  me  !  for  what  ? 

Act  I.  Scene  II. 


Isab.   I  am  a  woeful  suitor  to  your  honour, 
Please  but  your  honour  hear  me. 
A  ell,  what's  your  suit  ? 

Act  II.  Scene 


Duke,  (disguised,)  So,  then,  you  hope  of  pardon  from 
lord  Angelo  ? 

Claudio.  The  miserable  have  no  other  medicine, 
But  only  hope : 
I  have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepar'd  to  die. 

Act  III.  Scene  I. 


Man.  Break  off'  thy  song,  and  haste  thee  quick  away. 
Act  IV.  Scene  I. 


F.  Peter.  Now  is  your  time :  speak  loud  and  kneel 
before  him. 

Isab.  Justice,  O  royal  duke  ! 


Mwci)  Mo  about  fiotfcmg. 


™.  Pluck  off  the  bull's  horns,  aud  set  them  in  my 

forehead:  and  let  me  be  vilely  painted; 

and  let  them  signify  under  my  sign, — Here  may  you  see 
Benedict,  the  married  man. 


WtlEfBBsSm. 


Mess.  He  is  most  in  the  company  of  the  right  noble 
Claudio. 

Beat.  O  Lord  !  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  disease : 
he  is  sooner  caught  than  the  pestilence,  and  the  taker 
runs  presently  mad. 

Act  1.  Scene  I. 


Ben.  Happy  are  they,  that  hear  their  detractions,  and 
can  put  them  to  mending. 

Act  II.  Scene  III. 


Dogb.  This  is  your  charge  : 
all  vagrom  men. 


Dogb.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me. — What 
your  name,  friend  ? 
Bora.  Borachio. 

Aet  IV.  Scene  II. 


Beat.  Foul  words  is  but  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind  is 
but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noisome  ;  therefore  I 
will  depart  unkissed. 

Act  V.  Scene  II. 


iHOisumnter  Htg&t's  Bream* 


;,.        JT' 


Obe.  For  she  his  hairy  temples  then  hath  rounded 
With  coronets  of  fresh  and  fragrant  flowers. 


We  must  starve  our  sight 


From  lover's  food,  'till  morrow  deep  midnight- 

Act  I.  Scene  I. 


Tita. -Sing  me  now  asleep ; 

Then  to  your  oflices,  and  let  me  rest. 


Act  II.  Scene  III. 


Puck.  I  go ;  I  go ;  look,  how  I  go ; 
Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow. 


Act  III.  Scnir  11. 


Tita.  So  doth  the  woodbine  the  sweet  honeysuckle 
Gently  entwist :— the  female  ivy  so 
Ennngs  the  barky  film  of  the  elm. 
Oh,  how  I  love  thee  !  how  I  doat  on  thee  ! 


■  voice :  now  will  I  to  the  clunk, 
To  spy  an  I  can  hear  my  Thisby's  face.  ' 
Thisby ! 
This.  My  love  !  thou  art  my  love,  I  think. 


Act  IV.  Scene  I 


Hoitc's'  Habour'jS  ilo£t 


fe 


iiroru  Like  a  demi-god  here  sit  i  m  the  sky, 
And  wretched  fools'  secrets  heedfufly  o'er-eye. 
More  sacks  to  the  mill !  O  heavens,  I  have  my  wish  ; 
Dumain  transformed  :  four  woodcocks  in  a  dish  ! 


Arm.  Adieu,  valour !  rust,  rapier !  for  your  manager 
is  in  love;  yea,  heloveth. 

Act  I.  Scene  I. 


Prtn.  Good  lord  feoyet,  my  beauty,  thought  but  meai: 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourish  of  your  praise ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  uttered  by  base  sale  of  chapmen's  tongues. 


Ann.  Bear  this  significant  to  the  country  maid  Jaque 
netta  :  there  is  remuneration. 


Act  II.  Scene  i 


Ij>ng.  Ah  me  !    I  am  forsworn. 

King:  In  love,  I  hope;  sweet  fellowship  in  shame  ! 

Act  IV.  Scene  II. 


Hoi.  Ne  intelligis,  domine  :' 
TSfath.  Lans  deo,  bone  intelligo. 
Hoi.  Bone  9 — bone  for  bene : 
'riseian  a  little  scratch'd  ;  'twill  serve. 


JHerctett  of  Center. 


m 


Sh;/.  And  by  our  holy  sabbath  have  I  : 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 


Shy.  Three  thousand  ducats, — 'tis  a  good  round  .-.inn  ; 
Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  see  the  rate. 

Act.  I.  Scene.  III. 


Mor.  O  hell  !  what  have  we  here '. 
A  carrion  death,  within  whose  empty  eye 
There  is  a  written  scroll  ?  I'll  read  the  writing. 


Act  II.  Scene  VII. 


Pur.  Come  on,  Nerissa ;   I  have  work  in  hand, 
That  you  yet  knew  not  of;   we'll  see  our  husbands 
Before  they  think  of  us. 

Act  III,  Scene  IV. 


Shy.  Why  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it ! 
I'll  stay  no  longer  question. 


Act  IV.   Scene  I. 


Gra.  By  yorder  moon,  I  swear,  you  do  me  wrong. 
Act  V.  Scene  I. 


9. 


a*  g ou  nt&c  tt. 


And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt. 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks 
Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 


0/7.  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  are  too  young  in 
this. 


OH.  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  r 


Act  I.  Scene  I. 


Adam.  Master,  go  on  ;  and  I  will  follow  thee,  to  th< 
last  gasp,  with  truth  and  loyalty. 

Act  II.  Scene  III 


Cor.  And  how  like  you  this  Shepherd's  life,  Master 
Touchstone  ? 

Touch.  Truly,  Shepherd,  in  respect  of  itself,  it  is  a 
good  life;  but,  in  respect  that  it  is  a  Shepherd's  life,  it  is 
naught. 

Act  III.  Scene  I. 


Ros.  Why,  then,  can  one  desire  too  much  of  a  good 
thing  ? — Come,  Sister,  you  shall  be  the  Priest,  and  marry 
us. — Give  me  your  hand,  Orlando. 

Act  IV.  Scene  I. 


Touch.  To-morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey;  to 
morrow  will  we  be  married. 

Aud.  I  do  desire  it  with  all  my  heart ;   and  I  hope  it  is 

no  dishonest  desire,  to  desire  to  be  a  woman  of  the  world. 

ActV.  Scene  III. 


10. 


airs  men  mt  ©ntis  eaacii. 


Par.  I'll  no  more  drumming  ;  a  plague  of  all  drums  ! 
Who  knows  himself  a  braggart, 


Let  him  fear  this  :   for  it  will  come  to 
That  even-  braggart  shall  be  found  an  : 


m  he 


Countess.  Be  thou  blest,   Bertram  !   and  succeed  thy 
father 
In  manners  as  in  shape  '  thy  blood  and  virtue 
Contend  for  empire  in  thee ;  and  thy  goodness 
Share  with  thy  birth-right ! 

Act  I.  Scene  I. 


Hel.  What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try, 
Since  you  set  up  your  rest  'gainst  remedy : 
He  that  of  greatest  works  is  finisher, 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakest  minister. 

Act  II.  Scene  I. 


Counter.  This  is  not  well,  rash  and  unbndled  boy, 
To  fly  the  favours  of  so  good  a  king. 

Act  III.  Scene  II. 


Par.  O,  ransome,  ransome : — Do  not  hide  mine  eyes. 
[they  seize  him  and  blindfold  him.'] 

Act  IV,  Scene  I. 


Par.  Pray  you,  sir,  deliver  me  this  paper. 
Chi.  Foh,   prithee     stand  away  :   a   paper   from   for- 
tune's close-stool  given  to  a  nobleman  ! 

Act  V.  Scene  I. 


11. 


earning  oi  tie  Mm\n. 


fe# 


Pet.  Now,  Kate,  I  am  a  husband  for  your  turn ; 
Thou  must  be  married  to  no  man  but  me : 
For  I  am  he  am  born  to  tame  you,  Kate. 


Gru.  Help,  masters,  help !  my  master  is  mad  ! 
Pet.  Now,  knock  when  I  bid  you :  sirrah,  villain  ! 


Act  I.  Scar  II. 


%^rrp% 


Pet.  Good  Kate,  I  am  a  gentleman.  D-        n 

fc-„/i     tw  T-n  *        r  .  • ,  ■      ,  .     -,  Bian.  Construe  them. 

hath,    lnat  111  try.  [striking  hmt.l  r„„     „       .,    ,  .,,, 

Pet.  I  swear  I'll  cuff  you,  if  you  strike  a*ain  t        %  '  ™       °     Y°U  bef°re  :-Shnois>   J  "» 

you,      you  striKe  again.  Lucentio ;— hie  est,  son  unto  Vincentio,  of  Pisa;—  Si- 

Act  II.  Scene  I.  seia  tellus,  disguised  thus  to  get  your  love. 

Act  III.  Scene  I. 


Uf"'  1N0W>  were  I  not  a  little  pot,  and  soon  hot,  my 
very  lips  might  freeze  to  my  teeth,  my  tongue  to  the 
root  of  my  mouth,  my  heart  in  my  belly,  'ere  I  should 
come  by  fire  to  thaw  me. 

Act  IV.  Scene  I. 


Pet.  See,  where  she  comes  :  and  brings  your  froward 
wives 
As  prisoners  to  her  womanly  persuasion. 


Act  V.  Seem.  11. 


12. 


mrnttt9*  Cale* 


'WS3B!0Sm 


Ant.  Poor  wretch  ! 
That  for  thy  mother's  fault,  art  thus  expos'd 
To  loss,  and  what  may  follow : — Farewell. 


Leon.  How  she  holds  up  the  neb,  the  bill  to  him  ! 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldness  of  a  wife 
To  her  allowing  husband  ! 

Act  I.   Scene  II. 


}>,,„! 


The  good  queen, 


For  she  is  good,  hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter  ; 
Here  'tis  ;  commends  it  to  your  blessing. 

Act  II.  Scene  III. 


Shep.  Good  luck,  an't  be  thy  wi 
here  ?  [talcing  up  the  child.']  Meicy  on 
pretty  bairn  ! 


pp 

that  have   we 
n's  !  a  bairn  !  a  very 

Act  III.  Scene  III. 


mm 


Clo.  How  now  ?  can'st  stand  ? 

Aut.  Softly,  dear  sir;    [picks  his  pocket.']   good  sir, 
softly ;  you  ha'  done  me  a  charitable  office. 

Act  IV.  Scene  II. 


Clo.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life  ? 
Aut.  Ay,  an  it  like  your  good  worship. 
Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand  ;  I  will  swear  to  the  prince  thou 
art  as  honest  a  true  fellow  as  any  in  Bohemia. 

Act  V.  Scene  II. 


13. 


ComctJg  of  €msx& 


Duke.  One  of  these  men  is  genius  to  the  other  ; 
And  so  of  these :  which  is  the  natural  man, 
And  which  the  spirit  ?  Who  deciphers  them  ? 


Ant.  S.  What,  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  face, 
Being  forbid  f  there,  take  you  that,  sir  knave. 


mm^mg^mMS: 


Adr.  Back,  slave,  or  I  will  break  thy  head  across. 
Dro.  E.  And  he  will  bless  that  cross  with  other  beat- 
ing : 
Between  you  I  shall  have  a  holy  head. 

Act  II.  Scene  I. 


Ant.  S.  Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  life ; 
Thou  hast  no  husband  yet,  nor  I  no  wife ; 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Act  III.  Scene  II. 


Pinch.  - The  fiend  is  strong  wUhin  him> 

Luc.  Ah  me,  poor  man,  how  pale  and  wan  he  looks ! 
Ant.  E.  What,  wilt  thou  murder  me  ? 

Act  IV.  Scene  IV. 


Serv.  My  master  and  his  man  are  both  broke  loose, 
Beaten  the  maids  a-row,  and  bound  the  doctor, 
Whose  beard  they  have  singed  off"  with  brands  of  fire ; 
And  ever  as  it  blaz'd,  they  threw  on  him 
Great  pails  of  puddled  mire  to  quench  the  hair. 

Act  V.  Scene  I. 


U 


iHarbrrt- 


Double,  double  toil  and  trouble ; 
!  and  cauldron,  bubble  ! 


Witches.  The  weird  sisters,  hand  in  hand, 
Posters  of  the  sea  and  land, 
Thus  do  go  about,  about; 
Thrice  to  thine  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 


Act  I.  Suen>-  III 


Lady  M.  Hark!— Peace! 
It  was  the  owl  that  shriek'd  ;  the  fatal  bell-man, 
That  gives  the  stern'st  good-night. 

Act  II.  Scene  II. 


Hec.  Hark,  I  am  call'd  ;  my  little  spirit,  see, 
Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  stays  for  me. 


Act  III.  Same  (', 


Macb.  {Witches  vanish.]    Where  are  they?    Let  this 
pernicious  hour 

Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  calendar  ! 

Act  IV.  Scene  II. 


m 


m 


Lady  M.  All  the  perfumes  of  Arabia  will  not  sweeten 
this  little  hand.  Oh  !  Oh  !  Oh  ! 


15 


&mg  3tofm, 


f  not,  then  know, 


The  peril  of  our  curses  light  on  thee; 

So  heavy,  as  thou  shalt  not  shake  them  off, 

But,  in  despair,  die  under  their  black  weight. 


Bast.  But  whe'r  I  be  as  true  begot,  or  ) 
That  still  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head ; 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  liege, 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  yourself. 


\rt  1.    Scene  I 


Bast.  Well,  whiles  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail, 
And  say,  there  is  no  sin,  but  to  be  rich  ; 
And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  shall  be, 
To  say,— there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary. 


Const.  My  grief's  so  great, 
That  no  supporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up  :  here  I  and  sorrow  sit ; 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it. 


Act  II.  Scene  II. 


Act  III.  Scene  I. 


Hub.  His  words  do  take  possession  of  my  bos< 
Read  here,  young  Arthur,     [shows  a  paper.} 
Can  you  not  read  it  ?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arm.  Too  fairly,  Hubert,  for  so  foul  effect. 

Act  I  V. 


K.  John.  The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crack'd  and  burn'd  ; 
And  all  the  shrouds  wherewith  my  life  should  sail 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair. 

Act  V.  Scene  VII. 


H> 


Srtttfl  asu'clmrii  II. 


Oq  32 


K.  Rich.  I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head, 
And  this  unwieldy  sceptre  from  my  hand ; 
All  pomp  and  majesty  I  do  forswear  ; 
My  manors,  rents,  and  revenues,  I  forego. 


Gaunt.  Heaven  in  thy  good  cause  make  thee  pros- 
perous ! 
Rouse  up  thy  youthful  blood  ;  be  valiant,  and  live. 

Act  I.  Scene  III. 


Bushy.  Madam,  your  majesty  is  much  too  sad: 
You  promis'd,  when  you  parted  with  the  king, 
To  lay  aside  life-harming  heaviness, 
And  entertain  a  cheerful  disposition. 

Act  II.  Scene  11. 


queen.   What  sport  shall  we  devise  here  in  these  gar- 
dens, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

Act  HI.  Scene  IV. 


Abbot.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 
Car.  The  woe's  to  come ;  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  sharp  to  them  as  thorn. 


liuch.  What's  the  matter  ? 
York.  Peace,  foolish  woman. 


Act  V.  Scene  II. 


17 


mutfi  limtre  iv.  $art  I 


Fal.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  say,  and  a  vengeance 
too !  marry,  and  amen  !  give  me  a  cup  of  sack,  boy. — 
A  plague  of  all  cowards  ! 


Fal.  Now,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  ? 

P.  Henry.  Thou  art  so  fat-witted,  with  drinking  of 
old  sack,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  supper,  and  sleep- 
ing upon  benches  after  noon,  that  thou  hast  forgotten  to 
demand  that  truly,  which  thou  wouldst  truly  know. 

Act  I.  Scene  II. 


Hot.  Why,  that's  certain ;  'tis  dangerous  to  take  a 
cold,  to  sleep,  to  drink ;  but  I  tell  you,  my  lord  fool,  out 
of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  safety. 

Act  II.  Scene  III. 


p» 


Hut.  Methinks,  my  moiety,  north  from  Burton  here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours. 


Act  III.  Scene  I, 


Fal.  No  eye  hath  seen  such    scare-crows.      I'll   not 
march  through  Coventry  with  them,  that's  flat. 

Act  IV.  Scene  II. 


Zk 


Fal.  Embowell'd  !    if  thou  embowel  me  to-day,    I'll 

give  you  leave  to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  too,  to-morrow. 

Act  V.  Scene  IV. 


L8. 


&mg  ffirnrjj  IV.  \%m  II. 


Rumour.  Open  your  ears  :    for  which  of  you  will  stop 
The  vent  of  hearing,  when  loud  Rumour  speaks  ? 


-  "  "■  ../'      }  10  0|[]Q 

P.  Henry.  My  heart  bleeds  inwardly,  that  my  father  is 
so  sick :  and  keeping  such  vile  company  as  thou  art,  hath 
in  reason  taken  from  me  all  ostentation  of  sorrow. 

Act  II.  Scene  II. 


If-  'W 


P.  Henry,  [puts  the  crown  on  his  head.']  Lo,  here  it 

sits, — 
Which  heaven  shall  guard :  and  put  the  world's  whole 

strength 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  shall  not  force 
This  lineal  honour  from  me. 

Act  IV.  Scene  IV. 


Fal.  I  do  here  walk  before  thee,  like  a  sow  that  hath 
overwhelmed  all  her  litter  but  one. 


K.  Henry.  How  many  thousand  of  my  poorest  sub- 
jects 
Are  at  this  hour  asleep  ! — Sleep  !  gentle  sleep  ! 
Nature's  soft  nurse  !  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye-lids  down, 
And  steep  my  senses  in  forgetfulness  ? 

Act  III.  Scene  I. 


Bol.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  thou  damned  tripe-visaged  ras- 
cal ;  an  the  child  I  now  go  with  do  miscarry,  thou  hadst 
better  thou  hadst  struck  thy  mother,  thou  paper-faced 
villain. 

Act  V.  Scene  IV. 


19. 


Mix$  Hmrg  v. 


Chorus.  O,  for  a  muse  of  fire,  that  would  ascend 
The  brightest  heaven  of  invention  ! 
A  kingdom  for  a  stage,  princes  to  act, 
And  monarchs  to  behold  the  swelling  scene  ! 


That,  when  he  speaks, 
eharter'd  libertine,  is  still, 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears, 
To  steal  his  sweet  and  honey'd  sentences. 


Act  I.  Scene  I. 


Arrest  them  to  the  answer  of  the  1 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  practii 


Alice.  Excellent,  Madame! 

Kath.  C'est  assez  pour  une  fois ;  allons  nous  a  disner. 
Act  III.  Scene  IV. 


Act  II.  Scene  II. 


I      P\ 


'^SBfeSL 


K.  Henry.  O  God  of  battles !  steel  my  soldiers'  hearts ! 
Possess  them  not  with  fear;   take  from  them  now 
The  sense  of  reckoning,  if  the  opposed  numbers 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them. 

Act  IV.  Scene  I. 


Flu.  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  cudgels  : 
you  shall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of  me  but 
cudgels. 


20. 


mas  Smui>  vi.  $ait  I. 


York.  Break  thou  in  pieces  and  consume  to  ashes, 
Thou  foul  accursed  minister  of  hell ! 


Char.  Divinest  creature,  bright  Astraea's  daughter, 
How  shall  I  honour  thee  for  this  success  ? 

Act  I.  Scene  IV. 


f*^^~     ' 


Tal.  How  say  you,  madam?  are  you  now  persuaded, 
That  Talbot  is  but  shadow  of  himself  ? 
These  are  his  substance,  sinews,  arms,  and  strength, 
With  which  he  yoketh  your  rebellious  necks. 

Act  II.  Scene  II. 


Puc.  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding-torch, 
That  joineth  Rouen  unto  her  countrymen  ; 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbotites. 


Act  III.  Scene  III. 


Tal.  Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms  ; 
My  spirit  can  no  longer  bear  these  harms. 
Soldiers,  adieu  !  I  have  what  I  would  have, 
Now  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbot's  grave,  [die*.] 
Act  IV.  Scene  VII. 


Mar.  What  though  I  be  enthrall'd  ?  he  seems  a  knight, 
And  will  not  any  way  dishonour  me.  [aside.] 

Sujf.  Lady,  vouchsafe  to  listen  what  I  say. 

Act  V.  Scene  III. 


21. 


mns  SntrK  VI.  $art  II. 


York.  Then  will  I  raise  aloft  the  milk-white  rose, 
With  whose  sweet  smell  the  air  shall  be  perfum'd  : 
And,  force  perforce,  I'll  make  him  yield  the  crown, 
Whose  bookish  rule  hath  pull'd  fair  England  down. 


rit.  The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shall  depose ; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

Act  I.  Scene  IV. 


Glo.  Be  patient,  gentle  Nell :  forget  this  grief. 
Ducli.  Come  you,  my  lord,  to  see  my  open  shame  ? 
Now  thou  dost  penance  too. 

Act  II.  Scene  IV 


(J.  Ma 


Give  me  thy  hand, 


That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears. 

Sujf.   Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banished, 
Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 


Cade.  Here's  the  lord  of  the  soil  come  to  seize  me  for 
i  stray :  for  entering  his  fee-simple  without  leave.  Ah  ! 
villain  i  thou  wilt  betray  me. 


Act  IV.   Seen,'  X. 


Young  Clijf.  Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's 
house ; 
As  did  Eneas  old  Anchises  bear, 
So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  shoulders. 

Act  V.  Scene  II. 


22. 


l\mg  ffimrg  VI.  #art  III. 


A".  Hen.  Oh  !  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity ! 
The  red  rose  and  the  white  are  on  his  face, 
The  fatal  colours  of  our  striving  houses. 
Wither  one  rose  and  let  the  other  flourish  ! 
If  you  contend,  a  thousand  lives  must  wither  ! 


Rut.  So  looks  the  pent-up  lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws; 
And  so  he  walks,  insulting  o'er  his  prey ; 
And  so  he  comes  to  rend  his  limbs  asunder. 


Act.  I.  Scene  III. 


;iQst^St^s^? 


K.  Hen.  O  God  !  methinks,  it  were  a  happy  life, 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swain. 


Act  II.  Scene  V. 


K.  Hen.  Let  me  embrace  these  sour  adversities ; 
For  wiser  men  say,  it  is  the  wisest  course. 

Act  III.  Scene  I. 


this  way  lies  the 

A".  Edw.  Nay,  this  way,  man  ;  see  where  the  hunts- 
men stand. 

Act  IV.  Scene  V. 


K.  Edw.  So,  lie  thou  there:  die  thou,  and  die  our 


For  Warwick  was  a  bug,  that  fear'd  us  all. 
Now,  Montague,  sit  fast ;  I  seek  for  thee, 
That  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company. 

Act  V.  Scene  II. 


23. 


»mg  asUr&arH  ill. 


Tyr.  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  act  is  < 
The  most  arch  deed  of  piteous  massacre, 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of. 


Clar    How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  dost  thou  speak  ! 
Your  eyes  do  menace  me  :   why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  sent  you  hither  ?  wherefore  do  you  come  ? 

Act  I.  Seme  IV. 


Son.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  shake  your  head, 
And  call  us — orphans,  wretches,  cast-aways, 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  I 

Act  II.  Scene  II. 


Hast.  Come,  lead  me  to  the  block,  bear  him  my  head  ; 
They  smile  at  me,  who  shortly  shall  be  dead. 

Act  III.  Scene  IV. 


Q.  Mar.  Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray, 
That  I  may  live  to  say, — The  dog  is  dead  ! 

Act  IV,  Scene  IV. 


K.  Rich.     Give    me    another    horse ; — bind    up    my 
wounds ; — 
Have  mercy,  Jesu  ! — 

Act  V.  Scene  III. 


24. 


&mg  Hcnrg  viii. 


Vain    pomp    and    glory    of    this   world, 
hate  ye. 


Chamb    - The  ki  " 

Commends  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpose  honour  to  you  no  less  flowing 
Than  Marchioness  of  Pembroke. 


Act  II.  Scene  III. 


Griff.  She  is  asleep  ;  good  wench,  let's  sit  down  quiet, 
For  fear  we  wake  her. 

Act  IV.  Scene  II. 


Wol.  You  are  welcome,  my  fair  guests;  that  noble 
lady, 
Or  gentleman,  that  is  not  freely  merry, 
Is  not  my  friend  :  This,  to  confirm  my  welcome ; 
And  to  you  all,  good  health.  [drinks.'] 


Act  I. 


■II 


Wol. Nay  then,  farewell ! 

I  have  touch'd  the  highest  point  of  all  my  greatness  ; 
And  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting :  I  shall  fall 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening, 
And  no  man  see  me  more. 

Act  III.  Scene  II. 


-Now,  good  angels 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  shade  thy  person 
Under  their  blessed  wings  ! 


Act  V.  Scene  I. 


25. 


Croiliisf  ana  Crcs&itm. 


Troiius.   Instance,  O  instance  !  strong  as  heaven  itself ; 
The  bonds  of  heaven  are  slipp'd,  dissolv'd,  and  loos'd ! 


T/-o.  Patience  herself,  what  goddess  e'er  she  be, 
Doth  lesser  blanch  at  sufferance  than  I  do. 


Act  I.  Scene  I. 


Ther.  The  common  curse  of  mankind, — folly  and  ig- 
norance, be  thine  in  great  revenue ! 

Act  II.  Scene  II. 


Pan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blush  ?  shame's  a 
baby. 

Act  III.  Scene  II. 


pk#v 


Tio.  We  two,  that  with  so  many  thousand  sighs 
Did  buy  each  other,  must  poorly  sell  ourselves 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  discharge  of  one. 

Act  IV.  Scene  IV. 


Ther.  Now  they  are  clapper-clawing  one-another ;  I'l 
go  look  on. 

Act  V.  Scene  IV. 


Einxon  ot  atfmuf. 


Timon. — say  to  Athens, 

Timou  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood, 
Which  once  a  day  with  his  embossed  froth 
The  turbulent  surge  shall  cover. 


Poet.  Admirable.     How  this  grace 
Speaks  his  own  standing  !  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  shoots  forth  !  How  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip ! 


Wherefore,  'ere  this  time, 


Have  you  not  fully  laid  my  state  before  me  ? 
That  I  might  so  have  rated  my  expense, 
As  I  had  leave  of  means. 


dSlli  I 


Act  II.  Scene  II. 


Flam.  Is't  possible,  the  world  should  so  much  differ ; 
And  we  alive,  that  liv'd  ?  Fly,  damned  baseness, 
To  him  that  worships  thee. 

Act  III.  Scene  I. 


■f    Jk 


Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee, 


But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town  ! 

Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  banns ! 

Act  IV.  Scene  I. 


Sold.  What's  on  this  tomb  I  cannot  read  ;  the  charac- 
ter 
I'll  take  in  wax. 

Act  V,  Scene  IV. 


27. 


Coriolaiuisi. 


Cor.  Let  them  pronounee  the  steep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vagabond  exile,  flaying  !  Pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word. 


■psmb 

'     M  7" 


Vol.  Had  I  a  dozen  sons,— each  in  my  love  alike,  and 
none  less  dear  than  thine  and  my  good  Marcius,— I  had 
rather  had  eleven  die  nobly  for  their  country,  than  one 
voluptuously  surfeit  out  of  action. 

Act  I.  Scene  III. 


Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  stand  with  the  tune  ( 
your  voices,  that  I  may  be  consul,  I  have  here  the  cus- 
tomary gown. 

Act  II.  Scene  III. 


pr'ythee  now,  sweet  son,  as  thou  hast  said, 
My  praises  made  thee  first  a  soldier,  so, 
To  have  my  praise  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  hast  not  done  before. 

Act  III.  Scene  II. 


Cor.  A  goodly  house :  the  feast  smells  well ;  but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  guest. 

Act  IV.  Scene  IV. 


Mine  ears  against  your  suits  are  stronger,  than 
Your  gates  against  my  force. 


Act  V.  Scene  II. 


Stalfug  €&&ut. 


Ant.  O  mighty  Caisar  !  dost  thou  lie  so  low  ? 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure  ? 


Cass.  Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world, 
Like  a  Colossus ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  ami  peep  about. 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 

Act  I.  Scene  II. 


Par.  I  p^ythee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate  house; 
Stay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone : 
Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Luc.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 


Act  II.  Scene  IV. 


Ant.  He   shall  not  live :  look,   with  a  spot  I  damn 
him. 


Ant.  Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man, 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 


Art  III.  Srrur  I. 


£«ite  MM 


Pin. 
They  shout  for  joy. 

Cass.  Come  down,  behold  no  more — 
O,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long, 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  my  face. 


Act  V.  Scene  II. 


29 


biltong  anti  Cleopatra. 


Antony.  Egypt!  thou  knevv'st,  too  well, 
My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  strings, 
And  thou  should'st  tow  me  after  !  O'er  my  spirit, 
Thy  full  supremacy  thou  knew'st. 


Cleo.  Thou  teachest  like  a  fool ;  the  way  to  lose  him. 
Act  III.  Scene  I. 


By  Jupiter, 


Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard, 
I  would  not  shave  to-day. 

Lep.  Your  speech  is  passion ; 
But  pray  you,  stir  no  embers  up. 


Eros.  Most  noble  sir,  arise ;  the  queen  approaches  ; 
Her  head's  declin'd,  and  death  will  seize  her ;  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

Act  III.  Scene  IX. 


Act  II.  Seem-  11. 


Eros.  Why,  there  then:  [falls  on  his  sword.']  Thus  do 
I  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death. 

Act  IV.  Scene  XII. 


Cleo.  Peace,  peace ! 
Dost  thou  not  see  my  baby  at  my  breast, 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep  ? 


Act  V.  Sce,„:  II. 


30. 


CgmMinc 


lack.  'Tis  mine ;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly, 
As  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  within, 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord. 


Imo.  Away !  I  do  eondem 
So  long  attended  thee. 


ears,  that  have 
Act  I.  Scene  VII. 


[Song]  Hark  !  hark  (  the  lark  at  heaven's  g 
And  Phoebus  'gins  arise, 
His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 
On  chalic'd  flowers  that  lies. 


Imo.  Best  draw  my  sword,  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  sword  like  me,  he'll  scarcely  look  on't. 

Act  III.  Scene  VI. 


Act  II.  Seme  in. 


Imo. But  if  there  be 

Yet  left  in  heaven  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fear'd  gods,  a  part  of  it ! 


Act  IV.  Scene  II. 


What  fairies  haunt  this  ground  ?  a  book  i 
O,  rare  one  ! 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 
Nobler  than  it  covers :  let  thy  effects 
So  follow,  to  be  most  unlike  our  courtiers, 
As  good  as  promise. 


31. 


Cttusi  2bttnmfai& 


Aaron. O,  how  this  villainy 

Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  it ! 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  soul  black  as  his  face. 


Mut.  My  lord,  you  pass  not  here. 
Tit.  What,  villain  boy  ! 
Barr'st  me  my  way  in  Rome  ?  [Titus  kills  Mutius. 

Act  I.  Scene  II- 


Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'stthou  sad, 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boast  ? 


Tit.  O  reverend  tribunes !  gentle  aged  men  ! 
Unbind  my  sons,  reverse  the  doom  of  death  ; 
And  let  me  say,  that  never  wept  before, 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 


Act  HI.  Scene  I. 


Mar.  Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  sorrows  plain, 
I  hat  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth  ! 


Mar. 


-Behold  this  child, 


Act  IV.  Scene  I. 


Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered ; 
The  issue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  these  woes. 


Act  V.  Scene  111. 


32. 


}3crirlc<>,  prince  of  Cgrc. 


2nd.  Fisherman.  Help,  master,  help  !  here's  a  fish  hangs 
in  the  net  like  a  poor  man's  right  in  the  law ;  'twill 
hardly  come  out.  Ha  !  hots  on't,  'tis  come  at  last,  and 
'tis  turned  to  a  rusty  armour. 


Per.  Rise,  pfythee,  rise ; 
Sit  down,  sit  down  ;   thou  art  no  flatterer : 
I  thank  thee  for  it;  and  high  heaven  forbid 
That  kings  should  let  their  ears  hear  their  faults  hid ! 

Act  1.  Scene  II. 


Per.  What's  here ! 
A  letter,  that  she  loves  the  knight  of  Tyre  ? 

Act  II.  Scene  V. 


Per.  A  terrible  child-bed  hast  thou  had,  my  dear ; 
No  light,  no  fire :  the  unfriendly  elements 
Forget  thee  utterly ;  nor  have  I  time 
To  give  thee  hallow'd  to  thy  grave. 

Act  III.  Scene  I. 


Ah  me  !  poor  maid, 


Mar. 

Born  in  a  tempest,  when  my  mother  died, 
This  world  to  me  is  like  a  lasting  storm, 
Whining  me  from  my  friends. 


-Vet  thou  dnM  look 


Like  patience,  gazing  on  king's  graves,  and  smiling 
Extremity  out  of  act. 

Act  V.  Scene  I. 


Act  IV.  Sc-i.e  I- 


33. 


Ems  8Uat« 


Lear.  Ingratitude  !  thou  marble-hearted  fiend, 
More  hideous,  when  thou  shewest  thee  in  a  child, 
Than  the  sea-monster. 


,~-i 


Glo.  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Edm.   Nothing,  my  lord. 

Glo.  No  ?  What  need  is  then  that  terrible  despatch  of 
it  into  your  pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing  hath  not  such 
need  to  hide  itself. 


Act  i.  St- 


ir. 


Lea>:  What's  he,  that  hath  so  much  thy  place  mistook, 
To  set  thee  here  i 


Act  II.  Scrim  1  V. 


Lear.  I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindness; 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  children, 
You  owe  me  no  subscription ;  why  then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleasure  ;  here  I  stand,  your  slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  despis'd  old  man. 

Act  III.  Scene  II. 


Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm 
Poor  Tom  shall  lead  thee. 


Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl !— O,  you  are  men  of 
stones  ; 
Act  IV.  Scene  I,  Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I'd  use  them  so 

That  heaven's  vault  should  crack  ;— O,  she  is  gone  for 
ever. 

Act  V.  Scene  III. 


34. 


ftomco  anti  3\\\itt 


Mon.  There  shall  no  figure  at  such  rate  be  set, 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap.  As  rich  shall  Romeo  by  his  lady  lie ; 
Poor  sacrifices  of  our  enmity  ! 


Gre.  I  will  frown,  as  I  pass  by ;  and  let  them  take  it 
as  they  list. 

Sam.  Nay,  as  they  dare ;  which  is  a  disgrace  to  them, 
if  they  bear  it. 

Act  I.  Scene  I. 


Romeo.  Good  morrow,  father  ! 
Friar.  Benedicite! 
What  early  tongue  so  sweet  saluteth  me  i 


Romeo.  Farewell,  farewell !  one  kiss,  and  I'll  descend. 
Act  111.  Scene  V. 


Act  II.  Scene  111. 


Juliet.  Romeo,  I  come  !  this  do  I  drink  to  thee. 

Act  IV.  Scene  III. 


Romeo.  Art  thou  so  bare  and  full  of  wretchedness, 
And  fear'st  to  die  ?   Famine  is  in  thy  cheeks, 
Need  and  oppression  starveth  in  thy  eyes, 
Upon  thy  back  hangs  ragged  misery. 

Act  V.  Scene  I. 


35. 


Hamlet,  \Mnct  of  Qntmarfc, 


Ghost.  'Tis  given  out,  that,  sleeping  in  mine  orchard, 

A  serpent  stung  me ; 

but  know,  thou  noble  youth, 

The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life, 
Now  wears  his  crown. 


Ham.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  me  ?  speak, 
'11  go  no  further. 


Pol.  What  do  you  read,  my  lord  i 
Ham.  Words,  words,  words  ! 


1 


Act  II.  Scene  II. 


Ophe.  [sings.']    He  is  dead  and  gone,  lady, 
He  is  dead  and  gone ; 
At  his  head  a  grass-green  turf, 
At  his  heels  a  stone. 


Ham.   Go  thy  ways  to  a  nunnery. 


Act  III.  Scene  I. 


1st.  Clown.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about ;  for  your 
dull  ass  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating. 

Act  V.  Scene  I. 


Act  IV.  Scene  J'. 


36. 


#tfjcIIo,  tfjc  iUoor  of  Centre. 


Oth.  Methinks  it  shoukl  be  now  a  huge  eclipse 
Of  sun  and  moon  ;  and  that  the  affrighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 


Cass.  The  senate  hath  sent  about  three  several  quests, 
To  search  you  out. 

Oth.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you ; 
I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  house, 
And  go  with  you. 

Act  I.  Scene  II. 


O  my  soul's  joy 


If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms, 

May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd  death. 


Act  II.   Sci'lir  I. 


Oth.   Ha! 

logo.  O,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy  ; 
It  is  the  green-ey'd  monster,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on. 


Act  III.  Sccm-  III. 


Desd.  To  whom,  my  lord  ?  with  whom  '  how  am  I 

false  ? 
Oth.  O  Desdemona,  away  !  away  !  away  ! 
Desd.  Alas,  the  heavy  day  ! — Why  do  you  weep  > 

Act  I V.  Scene  II. 


Oth.  She's  like  a  bar,  gone  to  burning  hell ; 
'Twas  I  that  killed  her. 

Emit.  U,  the  more  angel  she, 
And  you  the  blacker  devil  ! 

Act  V.  Scene  II. 


37. 


C6e  <#ebnt  3gc£  of  Mm. 


At  first,  the  Infant, 
Mewling  and  puking  in  his  nurse's  arras. 


And  then  the  whining  School-boy,  with  his  satchell, 
And  shining  morning  face. 


MSk 


-i 


And  then  the  Lover, 
Sighing  like  furnace. 


Then  a  Soldier ;  seeking  the  bubble  reputation, 
Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth. 


And  then  the  Justice ; 
In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd. 


The  sixth  age  shifts 
Into  the  lean  and  slipper'd  Pantaloon. 


.  < .;  \  *  .  .1 


Last  scene  of  all 
second  childishness,  and  mere  oblivion  ! 

As  You  Like  It.— Ac!  11.  Scene  VII. 


^IHIB&il©  3  »  m  HI  IBIKCIH^IB 


Ernst  Fleischer  in  Leipzig. 

(Peters  -  Strasse,   No.  80-) 


So  eben  sind  bei  mir  erschienen,  und  noch  (lurch  alle  Bnchhandlungen  (bis  au  f  welter  e  A  n- 
z  e  i  g  e)  fur  den  billigen  Subscriptions-Preis  zu  haben  : 

THE 

DRAMATIC     WORKS 

OF 

g)     t)     &     %     &     p     e     a     x     e 

PRINTED       FRO    PI       THE       TEXT 
OF 

SAMUEL   JOHNSON,    GEORGE    STEEVENS    AND 
ISAAC    REED. 


CO  iij'.LETE    i-V     ONE    f'Ol.CJlE, 


Roy.  8rn.     Subscriptions-Preis:   2  Rlhlr.  16  Gr.  Conv.  oder    4F1.  48  Kr.  Rbein. 
Bei  einer  nahefen  Zerfallnng  dieses  Preises  zeigt   es   sicb  ,   dass    im  Dnrcbscbnitt  jedes  einzelne 
Stuck  von  Shakspeare's  37  Dramen  mir  einennnd    dreiviertel  Grose  ben  gereebnet  ist ,  und 
mithin  weder  bei  i'riiber  erscbienenen  ,   als  nocb  zu  erwartenden  Ansgaben  eine  ahnlicbe  Billigkeit  zu 
finden   sei. 

Zu  dieser  an  ss  erst  schonen,  auf  Velin-Papier  deutlich  und  co  r  r  ect  gedruckten  Aus- 
gabe,  welche  den  allgemeinsten  Beifall  gefunden  bat,  erscbeint  im  November  a.  c.  ein  Anhang  unter 
folgendem  Titel : 

AN     APPENDIX 

TO 

g> .  .J.     a  '  *     0    '  9  ■    t     &  *  t     t     '     0 

DRAMATIC       WORKS 

Sec.     Sec. 

Contents;  The  Life  of  the  Author  by  Aug.  Skottowe;  His  Miscellaneous  Poems;    A  critical  Glossary 

compiled  after  Nares  ,  Ayscongb ,  Hazlitt,  Douce  and  others. 

With  Shakspeare's  Portrait  taken  from  the  best  Originals  and  engraved  by  one  of  our  first  Artists. 

Roy.  8vo.     Subscriptions-Preis:  1  Utblr.  8  Gr.  C  ^nv.  oder  2  FL  24  Kr.  Rbein. 

Dieses  Supplement  entspricht  im  Format  und  Druck  genau  obiger  Ausgabe  der  Dramatiscben 
Werke  Shakspeare's  ,   unci  erganzt  alles  iibrige,  nachst  den  Biihnenschriften ,  von  ihm  Vorhandene. 

Auf  die  interessante  Lebensbeschreibung  dnrch  Aug.  Skottowe  folgen  die  sammtlichen  ver- 
mischlenGedichte  in  dieser  Ordnung  :  Venus  and  J  clonus ;  TarquinandLucrece ;  The  Sonnets;  The 
passionate  Pilgrim;  A  Lover's  Complaint".  —  Ein  sehr  anshihrliches  cririsches  Glossarium,  das 
Resultat  vieljahriger  Forschung  und  der  Benutznng  mannigfaltiger  seltener  Qnellen,  giebt  den 
Schlussel  zu  den  sonst  hating,  besonders  Auslandern  unzuganglichen  Sfellen  ,  und  macht  den  Be- 
schluss.  —  Das  Brustbild  des  erbabenen  Dichters  ist  nach  dem  beriihmten  Chandos  Picture, 
von  C.  A.  Schwerdgeburth  mit  der  ihm  eigenen  Virtuositat  gestochen,  als  Titelkupfer  hinzu- 
gegeben  ,  und  kann  in  meiner  Ausgabe  der  ^Dramatic  Works",  selbst  bei  gebundenen  Exemplaren, 
leicht  angebracht  werden.  — 


ILLUSTRATIONS 

OF 

COMPRISED        IX 

TWO     HUNDRED      AND      THIRTY 

YIGSETTE-ESCEiVISOS, 

BY 

T h  omp  8  on  from  designs  by  Tliur  s  t  o  n. 

Adapted   to   all  Editions. 

Roy.   Svo.      Broschirt.     Preis:  2  Rthlr. 

Die  hoclist  geistreichen  Erfindungen  eines  Thurston,  welcher  mit  Recht  als  Englands  Chodo- 
wiecki  gelten  kann  ,  geben  bei  allem  Reiz  des  correctesten  Miniatures  den  Genius  der  Shakspeare- 
schen  Dramen ,  mit  so  viel  malerischer  Wahrheit  wieder,  dass  es  nur  Thompson's  Meisterhand 
moglich  war,  diesen  Vignetten  im  Holzstich  jenen  hohen  Grad  der  Vollenduug  zu  verleihen ,  der  sie 
den  reinsten  Arbeiten  der  Kupferstecherkunst  unbedingt  an  die  Seite  stellt.  —  Auf  jedem  Octav- 
blatt  befinden  sich  zu  jedem  Schauspiel  seeks  Vignetten  nebst  beigedruckten  kurzen  Textstellen  der 
Scenen ,  wodurch  den  Besitzern  irgend  einer  Octav-Ausgabe  (z.  B.  der  bei  mir  erschieneuen :  „Dra- 
matic  Works  of  Shakspeare  ,  printed  from  the  text  of  SamuelJohnson ,  George  Steevens  and  Isaac 
Reed.  Complete  in  one  volume.  Roy.  Svo.  Subscripiions-Preis:  2  Rthlr.  1()  Gr.  Cojiv."  etc.)  Gelegenlieit 
gegeben  wird,  sie  als  eine  wahre  Kuiistzierde  dem  Buche  einzuverleiben.  Shakspeare's  Brust- 
bild  und  unter  diesem  eine  treffliche  Darstellung  seines  Geburtshauses  in  Stratford,  beides  eben- 
falls  Holzstiche,  sind  als  Frontispice  dem  Titel  vorgebunden.  Die  sammtlichen  Abdriicke  wurden 
in  einer  Londoner  Offizin  mit  grosster  Reinheit  und  Schiirfe  vollzogen ,  und  werden  Kennern  uichts 
zu  wiinschen  iibrig  lassen.  —  In  einen  saubern  Umschlag  geheftet,  kosten  diese  230  Vignetten 
nur  3  Rthlr.  — 


THE 

Tragical!   Historie 

HAMLET 

Prince  of  Deiimarle 


By     William     Shake-fpeare.    - 

As  it  hath  beene  diuerse  times  acted  by  his  Highnesse  semaiits  in  the  Cittie  of  London :  as  al- 
so in  the  two  Vniuersities  of  Cambridge  and  Oxford,    and  else-where. 

At  London  printed  for  N.  L.  and  John  Trundell  1603.     This  first  edition  verbally 
reprinted.     8vo.     Broschirt.    Preis :  12  Gr. 

<j£  Dieser  buchstabliche  Abdruck  des  in  London  so  eben  erschienenen  Fac- simile  der  neuer- 
dings  aufgefundenen  ersten  Edition  des  H  amlet  vom  Jahr  1603  wird  jedem  Freunde  Sh  akspeare's 
und  alien  Besitzern  irgend  einer  Ausgabe  von  dessen  Werken,  als  ein  wichtiger  Beitrag  willkommen  sein, 
da  nicht  allein  die  Varianten  von  grosser  Bedeutung  sind,  sondern  auch  durcb  Beibehaltung  der 
alten,  sehr  abweichenden  Schreibart  eine  antiquarische  Probe  geliefert  wird,  in  welcher  Orthographie 
Shakspeare  seine  Dichtungeu  urspriinglich  niederschrieb.  — 


THE    WORKS 

OF    THE    LATE 

RIGHT      HONOURABLE 

nit t) a r  &  %$Kin&ley  SSert&au* 

COLLECTED 

B  Y 

Thomas    Moore, 
Author  of  ,,Lalla  Rookh,"  The  Loves  of  the  Angels"  etc. 


CVJIPLET£    IX    OXE    FOI.C11E. 


Post  8vo.     Cartonirt.     Subscriptions-Preis:  1  Rthlr.  8  Gr.  Conv.  oder  2  FI.  24  Kr.  Rhein. 

Sheridan's  gefeierter  Name  glanzt  in  der  Reihe  von  Englands  Biilmendichtern  als  eine  der 
wichtigsten  Erscheinnngen ,  nod  dessen  unsterbliche  Werke  schufen  ftir  die  brittische  Theater- 
poesie  eine  der  schonsten  Epochen  neuerer  Zeit.  Nur  der  Mangel  einer  kaufbaren  Ausgabe  dieses 
classischen  Dichters  war  seither  in  Deutschland  dem  allgemeinen  Bekanntwerden  desselben  hin- 
derJich,  nnd  die  Freunde  der  englisclien  Literatur  entbehrten  bis  jetzt  einen  der  grossten  Geniisse, 
welche  jene  Sprache  bietet,  die  aus  Sb  er  i  d  an  's  Feder  mit  so  viel  Anmuth,  Witz  and  Leicbtigkeit 
geflossen  ist.  Yon  seinen  trefflichen,  den  Meisten  bei  tins  nur  dem  Namen  nach  bekannten  Theater- 
stiicken,  bedarf  es  bloss  der  Nenming  einiger:  {The  Rivals,  a  Comedy; — The  School  for  Scandal, 
a  Comedy; —  Pizarro,  a  Tragedy;  —  etc.),  um  sogleieh  den  Wunsch  zu  erwecken,  diese  Werke 
zu  besitzen,  welche  hier  dem  Publicum  in  einer  streng  correcten,  auf  englischem  V  e— 
linpapier  ausgezeichnet  scho'n  und  deutlich  gedruckten  Ausgabe,  auch  zugleich 
fur  einen  hoc  list  billigen  Preis  geboten  werden. 


PEVERIL  OF  THE  PEAK. 

By  the  Author  of  „Waverley,  Kenilworth"   etc. 

In  four  Yolumes. 

8vo.  Cartonirt.  Preis  :  3  Rthlr.  16  Gr. 

Dieser  neuere  Pioman  Walter  Scott's  stellt  uns  abermals  ein  reichbegabtes  Gemalde  des 
nordiscben  Meisters  vor  Augen ,  und  wird  bei  den  Freunden  seiner  herrlichen  Muse  in  vorliegender, 
ausserst  correcten  und  sehr  eleganten  Ausgabe,  vielen  Beilall  finden. 


CAPTAIN    JAMES     COOK'S 

FIRST       VOTAfiE 

ROUND        THE        WORLD. 

WITH         AN 

ACCOUNT  OF  HIS  LIFE  PREVIOUS  THAT  PERIOD. 

B    V 

A.     K  I  P  P  t  S, 
Adapted  to  the  use  of  schools  and   selfstudy  by  an  english-german  phraseology. 

Auch     unter     dem     Titel: 


Englisches     Lesebnch, 
JAMES     COOK'S 

ERSTE     REISE      UM     DIE     WELT 

enthaltend. 

Mit 

einer  englisch- dentschen   Phr  aseolo  gie 

z  ur 
Erleichterung  des  Uebersetzens  bei  dem  Schul-  und  Private ebrauch  versehen 


C.      L   u  d  g  e  r. 

6vo,     Carton  irt.      Preis:   12    Gr. 

Unter  den  verschiedenen  Lesebiichern  ,  die  sich  in  Deutschland  sowohl  Anfiingern  als  auch 
geubteren  Schiilern  der  englischen  Sprache  zur  fortschreitendeu  Uebung  und  stufenweisen  Ausbil- 
dung  in  derselben,  in  keiner  iiberreichlicheii  Auswahl  darbieten  ,  durtte  ein  kleines  Werk,  wie 
gegenwartiges,  bei  dessen  Reiz  des  Stoti'es  von  Seiten  seiner  historischen  Wichtigkeit ,  in  Vereini- 
g'ang  mit  einer  leicht  fasslichen ,  rein  stylisirten  Darstellung  ,  nicht  ohne  wesentlichen  Nutzen  sein, 
und  noch  insbesondere  zur  naheren  Bekanntschaft  der  seemannischen  Ausdriicke,  so  wie  mancher 
ungewohulichen  ,  meistens  nur  auf  fremde  Lander  bezuglicheu  ,  Worter  das  Seinige  beitragen. 

Die  von  Herrn  C.  Ltidger  als  Anhang  hinzugefugte  Phraseologie  wird  den  Gebrauch  ,  auch 
ohne  Beisein  des  Lelirers,  wesentlich  erieichteru ,  da  die  einer  jecieu  Seite  angehenden  Erklarungeu, 
unter  einzelnen,  hiiiweisenden  Rubriken ,  schnell  darin  aufzufiuden  sind. 


Vollstaudige 

ENGLISCHE     SPRAGHLEHRE 

fiir  den  erst  en  Unterricht 

sowohl,   als 

fiir    das  tiefere  Studium 

na  c  h 

den  besten  Grammatikern  und  Orthoepisten  :   Beat  tie,    Harris,  Johnson,    Lowth  ,  Murray,  Nares, 

Walker  u.  A.  beaibeitet,   und  mit  vielen  Beispielen  aus  den  beriihmtesten  englischen  Prosaikern 

und  Dichtern  der  aitern  und  neuern  Zeit  erlautert, 


I.  G.  Fliigel. 

8.   Broschirt.    Preis:   1  RthL.    10  Gr. 

Welchen  Zwecken  diese  neue  englische  Grammatik  entsprechen  soil,  und  mit  welcheu  Hiilfsmittela 
das  Werk  bearbeitet  wurde,  erklart  schon  der  Titel  im  Allgemeinen;  la'sst  aber  den  neuen  Plan  der 
Zusammenstellung,  den  Reichthum  derMaterien,  so  wie  den  critischen  Geist  ihrer  Behandhmg  keines- 
wegs  errathen.  Dass  hier  etwas  ganz  Vorziigliches  geleistet  wird,  bleibt  derPrufung  and  Anerkennung 
aller  Urtheilsfahigen  uberlassen.  Druck  und  Papier  werden  an  die  Producte  der  eng'ischen  Pressen 
erinnem. 


(Fiir  de/iselben  Verlag  befindet  sick  unter  der  Presae  .-) 
IL 

ll-atrnaftfto       Jltaltano 

OVVERO 
I  QUATTRO   POETI   CELE  BERRIMI  ITALIANI. 


L  '    Orlando     furioso 

di 

LODOVICO        ARIOSTO. 


La      d  i  v  i  u  a      C  o  m  m  e  d  i  a 

di 

DANTE        ALIGHIERi. 


La       G    e   r    u   s   a   1    e    m  .m    e       1   i    b    e  r   a    I   a 

d  i 

TORQUATO       T  A   S   S   O. 


L    c       Rime 

di 

FRANCESCO        PETRARCA. 


EDIZIONE 

formata    sopra  i  testi  antichi  piu  accreditati 

e 
accompaguata     con     note     istoriche     e     le     lezioni     variant!. 


COMP1UTO    IN     UN     VOLUME. 


Ornala    di    quatlro     Rltratti    secondo    Raffaello    Morghen. 

Roy.  8vo.  Subscriptions  -Preis:  2  Rthlr.  "20  Gr.  Conv.  Oder  5  Gulden  6  Kreutzer  Rhein. 

Vereinigt  unter  diesem  gemeinschaftlichen  Titel,  erscheint  bei  mir  eine  neue,  mit  eritischen 
Noten  begleitete  Ausgabe  der  hohen  Dichterwerke  von  It.aliens  vier  grossten  Meistersangern. 

Dem  sorgfaltigen  Abdruck  des  Textes ,  welchem  die  altesten  ,  zumeist  beglaubigten  Original  - 
Ausgaben  zum  Grunde  liegen,  werden  die  wichtigsten  Wort-und  Sachertlarungen ,  nebst  Ver- 
schiedenheiten  der  Lesart  hinzugefiigt,  so  vie  dabei  nicht  minder  alien  Bedingungen  der  strengsten 
Correctheit  sicher  entsprochen  wird.  Mit  der  gewissenhaftesten  Erfiillung  dieser  so  wesentlichen, 
als  uuerlasslichen  Puncte  bei  jeder,  mir  dann  erst  brauchbaren  Ausgabe  irgend  eines  fremden  Clas- 
sikers ,  werde  ich  mich  bemiihen  ,  nicht  allein  einen  deutlichen,  sondern  auch  sehr  schonen 
Druck  zu  vereinen.  Die  Einrichtung  des  Letztern  geschieht  in  gespaltenen  Columnen  ,  ahnlich  der- 
jenigen,  welche  ich  bei  raeinen  neuen,  mit  vielem  Beifall  aufgenommenen  Ausgaben  von:  „SIiak- 
speare's  Works,  complete  in  one  Volume  (Subscriptions -Preis  :  2  Rthlr.  IS  Gr. )  nnd  Sheridan's 
Works,  complete  in  one  Volume  (Subscriptions  -Preis  :  1  Pithlr.  8Gr.)  getroffen  habe.  Es  werden 
dazu  ganz  n  e  u  g  ego  s  sen  e  en  g  1  i  s  ch  e  L  e  1 1  er  n  verwendet ,  die  aufschonem  weissen 
Velinpapier  ihre  Wirkung  nicht  verfehlen  konnen.  Ein  Octav-Blatt  findet  man  als  Probe 
in  alleu  Buchhandlungen  vor.  Ueberdies  werden  die  Bildnisse  der  vier  Poeten  nach  den 
Meisterstichen  des  Piaffaello  Morghen,  von  einem  unserer  tiichtigsten  Kiinstler  (C.  A. 
S  ch  w  er  d  geb  urt  h)  gearbeitet,  als  Ti  t  el  k  u  p  f  er  hinzugegeben.  Bei  alien  innern  und  aussern 
Vorzugen  dieses,  mit  grossem  Aufvvand  verkniipften  Unternehmens  ,  habe  ich  dennoch  den  Preis 
fur  die ganze.  .ungelahr  800  Seiten  starke  Ausaabe  nur  auf  2  Rthlr.  20. Gx.  .Conv.  M._oder_  5. Gulden 


6Kreutzer  Rhein.  festgesetzt,  und  hoEfe  durch  diese  Gemeinniitzigkeit  unter  den  jetzt  sent 
zahlreichen  Freunden  der  italienischen  Literatur  ein  giinstiges  Interesse  zu  erwecken  ,  da  selbst  Be- 
sitzer  vom  Dante,  Ariost,  Tasso  oder  Petrarca  in  einer  oder  der  andern  einzelnen  Ausgabe,  deren  jedt- 
als  Viertel  des  „Parnasso  Italiano"  eben  so  viel  und  mehr  wie  hier  das  Ganze  kosten  diirfte,  durch 
deren  Ankauf  kein  eigentliches  Opfer  briugen.  Der  Druck  wird  bis  niichste  Jubilate -Messe  beendigt 
sein,  das  Gauze  aber  in  zwei  Halfteri  geliefert,  und  die  erste  Abtlieilung,  welche  den  Ariost 
enthalt,  schon  im  Januar  versendet  werden,  bei  deren  Empfang  die  Subscribenten  obigen  Preis  von 
2  Pvthlr.  20  Gr.  Conv.  M.  erlegen.  —  Zu  dem  Verzeichniss  der  Subscribenten,  welches  am  Schlusse 
zu  stehn  kommt,  ist  eine  genaue  Angabe  derNamen,  Charactere  und  Wohuorter  notliwendig.  — 
Alle  Buchhandlungen  nehmen  Subscriptionen  an. 
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Durch  seine  „Lalla  Rookh,"  it  The  Loves  of  the  iAngels,ii  „  Irish  Melodies"  und  eine  grosse 
Zahl  der  trefilichsten  Gesange,  Ealladen,  Oden  und  anderer  Gedi  elite  verraischten  Inhalts, 
audi  eine  komische  Oper  ,,  M.  P.;  or  the  Blue -Stocking"  betitelt,  hat  sich  ThomasMoore  unsterb- 
lichen  Ruhm  erworben,  und  ein  nie  verloschendes  Denkmal  in  Englands  Dichterliteratur  gegriindet. 
Seine  sammtlichen  Werke  erscheinen  hier  zum  Erstenmale  gesammelt  in  einer  vollstandigen ,  cor- 
recten  Ausgabe ,  die  audi  in  typographischer  Hinsicht  keinen  Anspruch  unbefriedigt  lassen  wird, 
und  unsern  deutschen ,  jetzt  so  haufigen  Verehrern  brittischer  Classiker  bei  der  ungemeiuen  Billig- 
keit  des  Preises  um  so  erfreulicher  werden  diirfte.  Ich  mache  mich  anheischig,  dessen  ganze  Werke 
nebst  einer  bedeutenden  Anzahl  hinzugefiigter  Noten  in  einem  Gro  sso  ctav- B  and  fur  den 
ausserst  niedrigen  Preis  von  2  Rthlr.  4  Gr.  zu  liefern.  Der  Druck  wird  mit  neuen  englischen 
Letter  n  auf  schonem  Yelinpapier  gewiss  zur  allgemeinen  Befriedigung  ausgefiihrt  werden  und  bis 
Monat  December  dieses  Jahres  beendet  seiu.  —  Subscription  nehmen  alle  Buchhandlungen  an. 


S    ft    a    %    a    #    t    %    t    t    a    n    &♦ 

A     SUPPLEMENT     TO     EVERY     EDITION 
OF 

SUA  KSPE  ARE'S    DRAMATIC     WORKS; 

containing  a  series  of  those  commonly  called  ,,01cl  Plays"  which  are  to    be    at- 
tributed  to  this  eminent  genius   by  principles  of  the  higher  critics. 

Now    first   completely   arranged,     critically    explained,     and   enlarged    with 
several    Plays  never  before   printed, 
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